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Charles Hudson Greene-Cattell 
Lancaster, PA 


Dear Rick, 


am ina library reading. | 
see Colum ona shelf. | look at 
the books by Colum: | see 
some books | have never seen 
before, some books | have, 
some that do not exist; | can- 
not find The Masks of the 
Gods. It is not under Colum, 
but Graves. |. am leaving the li- 
brary. The plexi-glass and steel 
walls have no clear exit, yet the 
outside, containing nothing, 
can clearly be seen. A woman 
detains me. For some reason. 
A beautiful woman. The rest is 


her address was a 113 Graay 
Street. eth bad afew 


but { needed the money and. 
Victoria Krushnellen's daughter 
Molly had to have a bird. 


indistinct, except that her skin is 
brown. She sits. | listen. | am 
distracting her from her work. 
The computer in front of her re- 
mains dark. | am attracted to 
her. The library is a bank, we 
are going to leave: together. A 
friend is there, male, and an- 
other woman. There is some- 
thing to do with revolving glass 
doors and locking each other 
in and out and jambing the 
door with the key. My friend 
jerks off and sperm goes on 
my exposed legs, | try to rub it 
off, failing, it spreads like baby 
lotion, fearing | have cuts there 
on my legs; knowing that | have 


‘ithat's a lot, but then there aren't 
Z many birds left, 4 suppore, 
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scabs on them that | opened 
with my fingernails, still bleed- 
ing. The beautiful woman and | 
have sex. Then two women, 
who both work at the bank, de- 
cide‘to rob the bank, just taking 
a little money, that will never 
be missed. They cannot get in 
the vault, no keys. They try to 
pry her green metal desk draw- 
er free with their keys in search 
of a few dollars; they are fail- 
ing. i teach them to pry it open 
with a metal palette knife with a 
wood handle; otherwise every- 
one will know it was them. The 
other woman is going down the 
street. | see her back. It is per- 
fect. Her cleavage is just the 
right crevice of darkness. The 
car drivers are learing, almost 
crashing: They go by and by 
and by and by, almost crash- 
ing, knecks learing she is beau- 
tiful, crashing; a distracted 
driver hits her, there are glass 
sounds. | watch, not seeing. | 
am running towards her. | am 
walking down brick paved 
sidewalks and __ buildings-the 
world is scary, dark, alone, dic- 
torial, No freedoms allowed, 
censorship because of a topless 
woman, at night. | am in the 
back ways of human lives, at 
the rear of winding brick stair- 
ways twisting Labyrinthine into 
darkness. Shadows, stairs, me. 
Leary is doing a routine on cen- 
sorship as he ascends the most 
twisting, inaccessible, stairwell 
in darkness; he is getting ready 
to light, twisting a white twig in 
the air in his hand like a cigar- 
ette that cannot light; | am ona 
couch waiting for her, in her 
apartment, | came up the twist: 
ing stairs, why am | not Leary? 
She does not come, yet. Leary 
is on the couch beside me, he 
is preparing to light his cigar- 
ette, it has always been burn- 
ing in his hand and twisting in 
the dark, why did | think. it isn't 


lit? We are talking about her, 
how she is mine, yet saying 
nothing, he just smoking, | star- 
ing into the darkness of the out- 
er rooms. | am on a couch; 
We are talking about her, how 
she is the perfect host, still star- 
ing, both of us, into darkness, 
and how she is in charge and | 
agree and she appears in a 
dress of evening. 


| am looking at books in the 
closet, on the closet shelf, along 
the top, in the back, all 1 can 
finds is Alarms and Diver- 
sions and funny shaped con- 
tainers that are miniature and 
at odd angles like a square tri- 
angle puzzle and feel of grou- 
cho; | remove a book from the 
cube container. It says 
Alarms and Diversions, | 
look for the author, but all the 
pages are blank. My alarm 


clock rings and | am awake. 
"Xoni" 

7 Sept. 1994, morning 

Notes: 

1) Pardon my disjunctures of 
language. Normal English us- 
age did not convey the sense 
of my dream. 


2) Colum: Padraic Colum, 
poet and mythology writer. 

3) Graves: Robert Graves, 
poet. 


4) The Masks of God: a 
book by Joseph Campell on 
world mythology. 

5) Leary: Denis Leary, foul- 
mouthed comedian with a pen- 
chant, and saddistic-humoristic 
pleasure for smoking as well as 
anger for the rest of the world. 
6) groucho: Groucho Marx 

7) i i 
a book by James Thurber 
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8) Xoni: name for a female 
character |. have created that 
has a name and the rest hasn't 
happened yet. Also, what | 
thought of upon waking from 
this dream. One word on my 
lips, burned on my mind. 


Larry Loc '94 
Dream 8-17-94 


| go to sleep as soon as my 
wife gets home from work. | 
have some heavy deadlines in 
my free-lance world that have 
been keeping me up long hours 
and | plan on getting back to 
them before time to go to my 
job which also has some heavy 
deadlines looming. It is Tues- 
day night and | am so tired that 
| do not care that | am missing 
Roseann. 

There is a group of cannibals 
that are working a tour guide 
scam. They get people out in 
the works and then trap, kill, 
and eat them. 

The head of the group is DJ. 
from Roseann. When she finds 
out she reacts in her typical 
manner. "I'm not cleaning up 
all these bones for you, no, you 
can just do that yourself, thank 
you very much!" 

She misses the point completely 
about killing and eating peo 
ple, the only thing that — trou- 
bles her is that she might have 
to clean up after her son. 

1am with a group that is raiding 
the headquarters, which is the 
garage behind Roseann's 
house. | find myself alone with 
DJ. and it is frightening. His 
teeth are all filed to points like 
sharks teeth. His mouth gets 
bigger and bigger. 

Sometimes my wife wakes me in 
a, most times, enjoyable oral 
manner. For the first time in my 
life | do not react well to the sur- 
prising ministering of my wife's 
lips. 

| tell her about my dream and 
why | am reacting to her by 
crossing my legs. "The dream 
world and this are too close and 


too far apart on this one." | roll 
over and go back to sleep. 

Ruth tells me that we are moving 
to Tulsa, Oklahoma. She sets 
the whole thing up. |am_ pack- 
ing and geting everything in 
boxes. 

Bob Schreck drops me off from 
the Creation Comics convention. 
He gives me several boxes of 
comics and one with potatoes 
and other food in it. 

| get all the boxes packed and 
labeled to Tulsa and then Ruth 
tells me | have the wrong ad- 


dress. "These are wrong, it is 
Columbus, Ohio, you know 
that!" | look at her "I'd never 


agree to move there, it snows in 
Ohio. | hate living in snow!" 

We are in a long line. | am 
pushing the car with all of our 
stuff in it. It is the Sears van 
that we came out to California 
in. Everybody is walking which 


well, that'll be one for ray memotra, | 
Victoria'll be pissed. I'm late. 


Dut wha about me? 
what about Victoria? 


is why | am pushing the van. 
Some kind of parade is going 
by so | stop to wait for Ruth who 
is behind me in the line. Peo- 
ple keep passing by and all of 
them are younger people with 
nothing to push and nothing to 
hold them down. They also 
have nowhere to go. 

When Ruth shows up | cannot 
find the van. It has rolled down 
the hill and has been flattened 
by the feet of the horde. 

Sitting in a V.W. bug outside of 
a factory with a friend. This big 
foreign guy has been following 
him. We look back and there 
he is. | tell my friend, "| can get 
rid of this joker for you!" 

| get this needle from some- 
where. | hold it to his neck. 
"One little prick, you prick, and 
you are walking dead. In five 
years or ten you will die slowly 
and painfully. You get me?" 


[ ———_ 
back on him. 
e stupid... 


Woe 
her daughter, molly, 
would never... 


‘and the crackern .’ 
# “would remain... 





"AIDS2" "You got it, or you 
can get it. Now move along. 
Get!" 


My friend and | are in the Mis- 
sion Viejo Mall. The foreign 
guy is back. "Go hide, I'll 
take care of him." 

| go up to the foreign guy "You 
want to get him? He's up at the 
top of the building. The only 
way is to fly."" | show him how 
to fly and how to pass through 
the roof. 


He doesn't know that when he 
passes through the roof he will 
not be on the other side. He 
melts through the roof and | 
stick my head through. | am in 
two places at once. My body 
is still in the mall but | can see 
into the dimension where the 
foreign guy is now lost. | 
check the pockets of his sports 
coat as he goes by. | find two 
letter openers and a needle 
wrapped in masking tape. 


John Caples 
Hanover, Mass. 


Dear Rick, 


My slight contribution to Rare 
Bit Fiends: When | was between 
the ages of, say, five and nine, 
| had a recurring dream in 
which | was trapped in a pre- 
historic jungle; | .was being 
chased by dinosaurs (specifi- 
cally, a Tyrannosaurus Rex), 
and hid behind rocks to avoid 
being seen. For protection, | ran 
into, of all things, an elementary 
school. There were jackets and 
children's belongings on the 
pegs outside of one classroom, 
but in the classroom and in the 
whole school there were no 
signs of life. The dream implied 
that everyone was dead or 
missing and that | was left alone. 
One cliche comes to mind: "It's 
a jungle out there." This dream 
has come back to haunt me 
since | recently broke up with a 
girlfriend who has a post 
childhood fondness for dino- 
saurs. 
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LK Lae, 
Dear Rick, 
I've been meaning to write for 
a while to thank you for send- 
ing RARE BIT FIENDS. _ I've 
really been enjoying it a lot! 
You have crazy dreams, man! 
| was hoping to have some real- 
ly good dreams to send in, but 
the problem is that my best 
dreams happen when | sleep 
late, and | haven't gotten to do 
this. in MONTHS. Which is 
just not healthy. Anyway, 
here's one that was a recurring 
dream for much of my child- 
hood and young adult life. 

kkRKK 
I'm on a train. It's a regular 
passenger train, but for some 
reason the cars are open like 
trolley cars. I'm sitting on a 
sideways bench facing out as 
the train hurtles along. | can 
see forward along the tracks 
where the train is heading, and 
there are bodies strewn across 
the tracks. The train just keeps 
hurtling along, those bodies are 
dead, and it just keeps going 
over them. 

RkRKK 

| must have had that dream a 
thousand times. What's weird 
is that it isn't really scary while 
I'm asleep, I'm just kind of ob- 
serving... but when | wake up it 
runs in my head, whoa, is it 
scary. Feel free to print or 
whatever if you think it's inter- 
esting. | have other dreams 
written down from times that | 
was able to sleep in; I'll send 
those when | dig up the notes. 
Hope all is well, talk to you 
soon! 
Best, 
Ann and Rich Ivan 





Sveer AND FALL OFF, 


Zz 


Rick, 

Flying through the mall, again! 
Always the mall. Always inch- 
es above people's reach. No 
speed or scenery. She's flying 
“with me. Not the way she 
looks now; the way she looked 
when | thought | was in love. 


I's her and | know it. | crash 
through the sky light. I'm 
standing, flying. | Swooping 


down I'm behind my parents 
house. The dogs aren't chas- 
ing me anymore. There's a 
flower in the distance. "I must 
be doing a hundred per." It's 
a purple day lily. I'm floating 
an inch above it. It's perfect. 
I'm awake. 


Take Care, 
Andy Meyers 
Gathersburg, MD. 


Elliot Rosen 
Erial, New Jersey 
Dear Rick, 


You are a mushroom on some- 
thing else. Kenboeata was a lit 
tle midget who sold mother oys- 
ter shells and peanut shells. 
While mother wanted to handle 
it with her tongue, | on the other 
hand, wanted to pound Ken- 
boeata into midget mash. He 
snuck back in to steal the pot 
and | caught that sucker and 
taped him to a wooden chair, 
awaiting his twin brother and 
friend. Mother questioned the 
dark elf. He said he did it be- 
cause we didn't believe Anita 
Hill. It seems Kenboeata was a 
friend of Ms. Hill, while they 
attended the same fine mental 
institution. My temper was cool- 
er with understanding. | went to 
bed but was on guard for mis- 
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chievous trickery from Kenboea- 


‘ta, the evil midget twin, and his 


twisted mental plight. His twin 
makes an honest deal and then 
he plays on greed to swindle 
you out of your cash, and even 
after you realize what has hap- 
pened, he will come back in the 
dark to steal what is real and 
leave you with the madness. 


The pay phone. Mom missed 
Tammy by fifteen minutes. The 
swing set. Sand. | feel unusually 
positive. Like |_ know where the 
tree log bridge in the forest is the 
path to success defined  spiritu- 
ally. | learned about it on the 
Harley motorcycle with The 
Fonz, always being so cool and 
bossy and being tracked 
through the mud by Brian Dene- 
hy. | knew the rhythm of shifting 
but felt inexperienced to flow 
while being pursued. To flow 
something in the mall standing, 
| just know and then it happens. 
The positive feeling increases. 
The Ice Princess in my dream, | 
know it) is connected to you, 
your life when you allow the en- 
ergy to flow, your will. At that 
moment, the vision became pure 
light flowing through me. A 
feeling something in my life will 
take me to the point of control 
of the flow. The old records will 
be put to the back and white will 
engulf me and all those who 
know me, | know this to be the 
one and only truth and will 
surely unfold my true self, Then 
the vision fades as | try to figure 
out at what point in my life the 
trial will come. Three white 
mushrooms are pictured on a 
black background but my mood 
is mute. | know the change will 
come in consciousness. My 










quest for the grail has begun. It 
is clearer tome. Knowledge and 
foreseeing my destiny subtly en- 
sure me my path is truly the 
Cosmic One, filled with what | 
can only term love. 


I'm with Roy Rogers looking for 
canning jars. He only has plas- 
tic ones. There’s a hard head- 
ed self publisher. He thinks his 
comics are great. | think they 
suck. 

He's a macho man. His black 
friend is in a wheel chair. He 
has a hostage. He gives me 
his gun and | shoot at him. He 
gets his gun back. He rants 
and raves. Roy and | come up 
with a plan to capture him with- 
out getting shot. 

Waiting by the woods on a 
road for U.F.O. mail | get a jar 
filled with mushrooms. 

| had to do magic for a fat lady 
and her kid. | just wished | 
could make my self disappear. 


Barry Kavanagh 

Dublin, Ireland 

Dear Rick, 

| could be that our split awake/ 
dreaming selves could be ex- 
plained physiologically. _ Stud- 
ies in brain damage have re- 
vealed that different functions of 
the human being are controlled 
by different physical parts of 
the brain. 

It seems that speech and logic 
are controlled by the left hemi- 
sphere of the brain, while artis- 
tic abilities and comprehension 
of the patterns and shapes are 
controlled by the right. 

The left hemisphere controls the 
right hand side of the body and 
the right hemisphere controls 
the left hand side of the body. 
With left-handed people, the 
brain hemispheres are in the 
reverse positions. 

The two sides of the brain are 
connected by what is called the 
‘corpus callosum' and it has 
been discovered that when this 
is severed, the two sides of the 
brain function perfectly but are 
unaware of each other. In one 
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account of this theory that | was 
reading, people with a severed 
corpus callosum were apparent- 
ly put through a visual experi- 
ment. Apparently each side of 
the brain has a visual field. For 
instance, look as far left as you 


can. That is your lef visual 
field. The visual experiment 
went like this: The people test- 


ed were shown an apple in the 
left visual field and an orange 
in the right. They were asked 
to say what they could see, and 
to write it down. These people, 
with no corpus callosum, 
would say "orange" but write 
"apple", 

The left side of the brain is con- 
sidered to be our thinking, 
awake self (our conscious"). 
The right hemisphere is not so 
familiar to us. It is our dream- 
ing self and it is delved into 
during hypnosis. It is our "un- 
conscious". Interestingly, telep- 


will be alright...” 
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athy and precognition have of 
ten been recorded to have hap- 
pened under hypnosis. So the 
"collective unconscious" or ex- 


tra-corporeal awareness or 
whatever-you-wantto-calLit seems 
to be accessed through our ‘oth- 
er' self.(right hemisphere). This 
explains why we are more like- 
ly to perform precognition in 
dreams than while awake. 

P.S. Deep apologies that | 
could not type this letter! 


Scott Allie 
Portland, OR 
Rick, 


Love The Maximortal, love Rare 
Bit Fiends. This dream came 
about two years ago. 


lam ina tiny store that sells only 
fruit. The walls are bare wood 
with one window. Three huge 
men walk in. Two look like body 


guards, but the middle one 
seems to be Marlon Brando. | 
get excited, but figure the last 
thing Brando wants is any form 
of fan attention. Then | find my- 
self standing next to him looking 
through the kiwis, and | decided 
"What the hell, break the si- 
lence." I tell him I've just recently 
started watching his old movies, 
the good ones. He says he's 
glad that young people are still 
discovering his films. | say it's 
ironic that | should meet him in 
a fruit store, as the Godfather 
was shot ata fruit stand, and a 
similar fruit stand was shown in 
The Freshman as _a kind of ref- 
erence. Brando laughs and says 
| seem to know his films better 
than he does. Just then, a huge 
black helicopter lands in the 
field behind the fruit store. 
Brando says "Ah, it's probably 
just the President." | accept this, 
and we go about our separate 
shopping. Sure enough it's 
Bush, surrounded by a group of 
men in suits and sunglasses. 
Brando says, "Don't watch him, 
don't give him the satisfaction of 
staring." So | ignore the scene 
outside until a gunshot rings out. 
| look out the window to see 
Bush falling forward, blood 
streaming from the wound in his 
face. He doesn't hit the ground, 
his goons have caught him by 
the shoulders and the legs and 
are carrying him quickly off 
through the field in a winding 
path, crying, "The President's 
dead, the President's dead!" 


Now the dream leaves Brando 
and |. Quayle is sitting behind 
an impossibly long and ex- 
tremely narrow desk, jumping 
up and down in his — seat, 
pounding his fists and yelling, 
"It's mel It's me! I'm the Presi- 
dent!" 


Now cut to a sterile office build- 
ing where Secret Service men 
have lead the country's top ten 
lawyers to a table. The lawyers 
wear robes with huge shoulders 
and collars. The service men 
explain that we have three op- 
tions. We can allow Quayle to 
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take control. We can eliminate 
him and let the Secretary of 
State take charge (I'm not sure if 
that's the right chain of com- 
mand, | was.asleep}, or we can 
create a USA parliament under 
the control of NSC and the 
lawyers at this meeting. The 
lawyers rest their elbows, stee- 
ple their fingers before their 
faces and purse their lips. They 
nod in sync. 


Randall "Randazzle" Kirby 
Ontario, OR. 

Dear Sleepy, 

| greatly enjoyed reading the 
first issue of RARE BIT FIENDS. 
| love dreams. They're the ulti- 
mate virtual reality. — Lucid 
dreaming has never sounded 
very fun to me, because that 
sense of belief | have in my 
dreams is part of the dream it 
self. Although | have really 
cool and bizarre "big budget" 
dreams, | can usually identify 
most (if not all) of the subjects 
as things I've seen in "real life" 
and been thinking about. 
Anyways, here's one of my 
dreams. 

I'm sitting in the first row of 
seats in a darkened theatre. 
Next to me are seated Kim Ba- 
singer and Alec Baldwin. Around 
us are a few "expendable ex- 
tras". Suddenly, the theatre 
lights (house and stage) come 
on. We all turn around, finding 
the seats behind us all filled 
with vampiric beasts, similar to 
the Aliens of the James Came- 
ron films. The extras panic, and 
try to get to the exit at the rear 
of the theatre. They are killed 
quickly by the beasts. We 
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A JOLT OF FEAR AND PANIC HITS 
me AS I REALIZE THE MOTHER 
BEAR MusT BE CLOSE By. 


A HUGE SROWN BEAR WITH REALLY 
PISSED-OFF MOTHER'S EVES STARTS 
To CHASE ME DOWN. 


see DT HIDE IN BUSHES AND JUMP 
INTO CARS, BUT THE MOTHER BEAR 
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my PARALYSIS 
sugs1des, THOUGH, 
WHEN THE MOTHER 


IT QUICKE AND SIMPLE! 


Three survivors and Data (of 
Star Trek fame) battle the beasts 
ferociously. Kim is quite the 
fighter, but Data gets knocked 
out early. For some reason 
Data turns into a pop machine. 
I'm holding my own against the 
vampires when Alec stars foam- 
ing at the mouth. He bares 
fangs and his eyes turn red. 
Fortunately, Kim is able to hold 
him down while | kill the rest of 
the vampires. We are able to 
cure Alec with help of the be- 
nevolent vampire queen, who 
happens to be offstage in a 
rocking chair and gypsy outfit. 
| can't see her but the others 
can. We (Alec, Kim and 1} 
leave the building (which is 
now a church) and walk to our 
car. Alec is about to open the 
door when a big alien head 
breaks through the car window, 
slobbering and looking scary. 
We all jump back quickly, and 
then go after the thing. Alec 
grabs it by the neck, throws it 
on the ground and stomps on 
it. 

Good ending, huh? 

By the way, I've heard much 
about dreaming in either Black 
and white or in color, but | my- 
self dream in both. The above 
dream was in color, for in- 
stance. Thanks for listening! 
Bye! 
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ORDER BACK ISSUES OF 
RARE BIT als FROM THE PUBLISHER UNDER THE 


Oo « 40% DISCOUNT 
[l/s] ° 5S COPY MINIMUM 
° WE PAY POSTAGE 


KING HELL PRESS PO Bot 1371 WEST TOWNSHEND VT 05359 


This month’s CELEBRITY RARE 
BIT FIENDS comes to us from 
selfpublishing soul-brother DREW 
HAYES, who has been inflicting 
his personal brand of stygian 
fantasy on an appreciative pub- 
lic for sixteen or seventeen is- 
sues of POISON ELVES from his 
ever-so-appropriately named MULE- 
HIDE GRAPHICS (PO Box 5844 
Bellingham WA 98227-5844). 
When the gravitational pull of 
the direct sales market brings 
all the self-publishers out of their 
hidey-holes to plot the takeover 
of the world of comics, Drew is 
the one carrying the razor- 
sharp battle axe. His solution to 
whatever problem we're dis- 
cussing is to set his beard on 
fire and wade in swinging, and 
| gotta say, after a year of do- 
ing the- self-publishing thing, | 
think he might have the right at- 
titude! That’s MICHAEL COHEN 
of STRANGE ATTIRACTORS 
fame giving Drew nightmares 
and being skewered with a 
dead-on caricature. Michael, 
you've got an open invitation to 
payback the Drewster in kind 
any time! 
Next month we've got a very 
special CELEBRITY RARE BIT 
FIENDS contribution from ALEK- 
SANDAR ZOGRAF, who lives 
in Serbia and who’s outstand- 
ing dream comics have ap- 
peared in his LIFE UNDER 
SANCTIONS title from Fanta- 
graphics. We'll let you know 
about his exciting FLOCK OF 
DREAMERS project then as 
well. 
We've also unearthed an 
amazing THREE STOOGES 
dream artifact which reveals the 
hilarious tragedy of MOE HO- 
WARD’‘s bedwetting nightmare. 
Not to be missed! 
See you in thirty! 
Roarin’ Rick Veitch 
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D REAMS CAN BE KILLED 
by interpreters. 
James Hillman 





A TALE WITH TEETH 


The From SpiderBaby 
Grafix. 


Adventure 
Begins 
HERE! 


The 

birth, life and 
death of a Tyrannosaurus Rex... Sanya 
Bimonthly, at your local quality comics shop. i ea 





